

ill 


The 7°0& Rohkginpntitfl 

Emil, That were a ftiame Sir, 

While I have horfes: take your choicer ad wbas 
You want at any tiroc,let me but know it ; 

If you ferve faithfully,! dare allure you 
You'l finde a loving Miftris. 

Are. If I doe not, , 

Let me finde that my Father ever hated, 

Diferace,and blowcs. 

7 hef. Go Ieade the way; you have won it : 

It fhall be fo j you fhall receave all dues 

Fit for the honour you have won ; Tv» cr wrong elfe, 

Siftcr,befhrew my heart,you have a Servant, 

That if I were a woman, would be Mailer, 

But you are wife.- _ Flor$, 

Emil. I hope too wife for that Sir. Exeunt omej, 

Scarna 6. Enter I nylon ‘Daughter nlone. 
Daughter. Let all the Dukes, and all the divells rore, 
He is at liberty : 1 have venturd for him. 

And out I have brought him to a little wood 
A mile heace.l have fent him, where a Cedar 
Higher than all the refhfprcads like a plane 
Fall by a Brooke, and there he Ihall kcepe dofe. 

Till I provide him Fyles,and foodc,for yet 
His yron bracelets are not off. OLove 
Whata flout hearted child thou art My Father 
Durft better have indur’d cold yron, than done it: 

I love him, beyond love, and beyond rcafen. 

Or wit, or fafetic ; I have made him knowic 
I care not, I am defperate,lf the law 
Finde me,and then condemne me for’t; fome wenches, 
Some honeft barted Maides,will fing my Dirge. 

And tell to memory, my death was noble. 

Dying almoft a Martyr : That way he takes, 

I pnrpofc is my way too : Sure he cannot 
Be fo unmanly ,as to leave me here. 

If he dee,Maides will not fo eafily 

Truft men againe : And yet he has not thank’d me 

For what I Save done : no not lo much as kill me, , 
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And that (methinkes) is not fo well • norfcarccly 
Could I perfwade him to become a Freeman, 

He made fuch fcruples of the wrong he did 
To me, and to my Father. Yet I hope 
When he confidcrs more, this love of mine 
Will take more root within him : Let him doe 
What he will with mc.fo he ufc roe kindly. 

For ufe me fo he fhall, or ile proclaime biro 

And to his face, no-man : lie prefcntly 

Provide him neccffaries,and packc my cloathes up, 

And where there is a path of ground lie venture 
Sohrebe with me ; By him, like a fhadow 
Ile ever dwelljwichin this hourc the whoobub 
Will be all ore the prifon : I am then 
Killing the man they looke for : farewell Father; 

Get many more fuch prifoners,and fuch daughters, 

And Ihortly you may keepe your fclfe. Now to hiror * 

• ~ — : — fundrjr place*. 
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Scaena I. Enter t/ircite alone. <n 6’ 

Arcite. The Duke has loft Hypolita; eachtookc 
A feverall land. This is a folemnc Right 
They owe bloomd May, and the esftheniant pay it 
To’th heart of Ceremony O Qucenc Emilia 
Frelher then May,fwecter 
Then hir gold Buttons on the bowes,or all 
Th’enamelld knackes o’ch Meade.or garden,yea 
(Wecballcngetoo) the bancke of any Nymph 
That makes the ftreame feeme flu wcrs;thou o lewell 
O’th wood.o'ch world, haft likewife bleft a pace 
With thy foie prcfcnce,in thy rumination 
That I poore man might eftfooncs come bet weene 
And chop on fome cold thought, thrice blcflfcd chance 
To drop on fuch a M i (Iris, expectation 
tnoftgiitlcfle on’t : tell me O Lady Fortune 
(Neat after Smely my Sorcraigne jhow fir 



